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settlers vacated their cells which were placed at our disposal. Bed-
ding, etc., had to be borrowed. Fortunately, we had all armed
ourselves with sufficient blankets and, being used to squat on the
floor, most of the articles borrowed could be returned. But, there
was no doubt, my presence at the settlement put a severe tax on
its tune, space and other resources. But the good people would
not hear of my leaving it. And to me it was a privilege to receive
the loving, silent and unseen services of the members and a peren-
nial joy to come in vital contact with the poor of the East End of
London. Needless to say I was able to live exactly as in India,
and early morning walks through the streets of East London are
a memory that can never be effaced. During these walks I had
most intimate talks with those members who joined me and others
whom Muriel allowed. For she was a vigilant guardian of my time
whilst I was in the settlement. And she would get easily angry if
she heard that my time was being abused by people when she was
not by me.

During my stay in East London, I saw the best side of human
nature and was able to confirm my intuitive opinion that at bottom
there was neither East nor West. And as I received the smiling
greetings of the East Enders, I knew that they had no malice in
them and they wanted India to regain her independence. This
experience has brought me closer to England if such a thing was
possible. For me the fight is never with individuals, it is ever with
their manners and their measures. But this intimate contact with
the simple poor people of the East End5 including the little chil-
dren, will put me still more on my guard against any hasty action.

I may not omit my all too brief experience of Lancashire and
its operatives and employers whom, to my agreeable surprise, I
found to be so free from prejudice and receptive of new facts and
arguments drawn from them. Here, of course, the ground was
prepared for me by Charlie Andrews. I must mention too the
never-to-be-forgotten visit to Mr. G. P. Scott of the Manchester
Guardian.; the most impartial and the most honest paper in Great
Britain. A great British statesman told me the Guardian was the
sanest and the most honest journal in the world. Nor can I easily
forget the communions at Canterbury, Chichester, Oxford, Cam-
bridge and Eton. They gave me an insight into the working of the
British mind which I could have got through no other means. These
contacts have brought about friendships which will endure for
ever. I do not omit the two detectives and their companions and the
many constables who were told off to look after me. To me Ser-
geants Evans and Rogers, the two detectives, were no mere police
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